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don't like that waistcoat he's wearing. You see he has a
new waistcoat and he thinks it's handsome, so he goes
round with his belly sticking out, knocking into everybody
and saying, 'Just look what a fine new waistcoat I have!'
The waistcoat's all right, but why knock into everybody?
Hard enough to avoid people as it is!"
"How long are you going to keep this up?" said Pavel
with a short laugh. "You gave it to me once; let's call it
quits."
The khokhol stretched his legs out on either side of the
samovar, and glanced up at him from the floor. The moth-
er stood in the doorway gazing affectionately at the back
of his head. He twisted his body round, bracing himself
with his arms, and looked at mother and son, his eyes sud-
denly red.
"Rather nice you are, both of you," he said, blinking.
Pavel bent down and grasped his hand,
"Don't pull," said the khokhol. "You'll upset me."
"What are you afraid of?" asked the mother. "Go ahead
and kiss each other. Hug each other as tight as you can."
"Shall we?" asked Pavel.
"Come on," said the khokkol, getting up.
They embraced strongly—two bodies and one spirit
aflame with friendship. Tears flowed down the mother's
cheeks, but this time they were tears of happiness,
"Women love to cry," she said shamefacedly as she
wiped them away. "Cry when they're happy, cry when
they're sad"
The khokhol pushed Pavel gently away.
"That's enough," he said, wiping his eyes too. "The calf
has had its bit of fun, now it's time to roast it. Damn those
coals of yours! I blew so hard I got an eyeful!"
"There's nothing shameful about such tears," said Pavel
softly, sitting down by the window.
His mother went over and took her place beside him.
Her heart was filled with new cpurage, which made her
calm and contented in spite of her sadness.
"I'll carry in the tea things, don't get up, nenko" said

